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0 7me Eorror of Books AXD THR
Boox Wonro—Sir: It is the enstom

of the would be humocrous commentator
always to play up to the full the troubles
of his daily oceupation, even to the point

of insisting that his own business is abso-

lutely the worst. But no one can say with
truth that the publishing business is not &
ost delightful one—in the opinion of the
present commentator the most worth while
employment one could ask for,

¥ew people who have not given the
subject much thought realize ho'w put
s variety of trades and
comprised in publishing affuirs, Tohueh
on jusl the outlines:

To begin with, he who publishes books
must have some general knowledge of
literature, soma love for books as books.
Without this he will not guin the confl-
dence of the writers of books, and lack-
ing this he is a failure. If he is not in
essence o literary man he must bs some-
thing uppmuhmgat

If ho be a magazine publisher as wll
as a book publisher he must have the
qualities already enumerated and in addi-
tion he will be possessed, at lesst to some
degree, of a knowledge of preseat day
affairs—politics, art, sociil economy snd
whatever makes hfu interesting day by
day. The number of periodicals he pub-
hshesmaybeg'ml.ormnllandm
magazines may be what are ealled gen-
eral magazines, or elass publications. His
ambition is, probably, to possess them all.

To sell his books and mngnmm
most have an acute ear for J
publie, to suit his works
tastes and to do his share in
lio thought nlong better lines. Tlms
must be a good advertiser, both “comi
and going,” as we say. Thaha,ha
spend his own money wisely in
ing and induce the merchants to spand
thelrmnmy mselymtlwpu:odmnlaha

It he prints bis own publications bo
must have the skill of a manufacturer,
He must know sbout all the mechanical
processes snd improve his machinery by
having the eourage to discard presses and
appliances of all kinds as soon
appmtohgomgwtofdah.
department of his work he has
with as many different kinds
men 88 the maker of any other
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eated production, and at all he must
keep the canons of taste in mind while
r’,‘mginshisbefttomakohahoohmd

his ingenuity can suggest. Many pub-

Jishers thus have their own
pomelimes as many as & million customers
throagh the post office, and subseription
cles in a seore or more large cities.
E:ne as varied are the ways of selling
his magazines.
He must be n financier of some acute-
pesz.  His business requires more capital
for the amount of turnover than almost
any other. For example, he must begin
to set up and prepare his books and
es months in advanes of publi-

""htl ion, and when the happy day of first
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More than any other novel of
today it transcepds the flesh

and gives us a glimpse of the '

spirit that is Russia.

By HUGH WALPOLE
Author of FORTITUDE, JEREMY,

'er—THE DUCHESS OF WREXE, ete.
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issnance comes his money investment has
only fairly begun, Ha gives “the trade,”
the instalment buyer, the mail order cus-
tomer, a long time for paying. To figure
that his investment will be tied up & year
is, on the avernge, not an overstatement.
As o rule he pays the author long be-
fore he is himself repaid.

These things are not mentioned as
troubles; on the eontrary, they are the
points in the game he plays which ab-
8orb him. His profits are great or small
very nearly in the proportion of his abil-
ity and energy. Large fortunes are mot
acquired by publishers—but that’s an-
other slory.

American publishing is still in its swad-
dling elothes; its expansion in the last dee-
ade has been remarkable, not only in
volume, but certainly it has greatly im-
proved his quality, Sengational and
flashy novels to the contrary, the trend ise
always upward. The table book horror
of bygone days has been replaced by sels
of well known anthors from Shakespeare
to O. Henry, and one has only to eompare
the so-called penmy weeklies of England
with our cheap magazines and periodicals
to find much to encourage one.

No space is great enough to reecount the
benefits received in the lasting friendship
with the most interesting and worth whila
people in the world brought about by this
beneficent ion. That the publisher
is a hardened skinflint and the muthor a
gheep-like mnimal, even the professional
humorist has ceased to play up as a stan-
dard joke. The publisher is as honest as
his neighbors and the average author as
reasonable and friendly as the average
human animal, As time goes on the
finaneial arrangement of the two will no
doubt be more precise and lead to greater
confidence on both sides.

It is a good calling to be engaged m
end is growing better.

“Oxx Wuo Has Exyovep raE Live.”

~—If You Don't Weaken.
O tae Eprmor or Books Axp THE

Book Wohip—Sir: I am em-
ployed by a large firm of publishers and I
enjoy my work—mostly. It is varied. In
fact T am one of that legion of young
men who infest the literary life of the na-
tion a3 book scouts, author geliers, “pub-
lishers’ representatives.” Like my fellows
I could not in a word answer the question
which is so frequently asked: “Exactly,
what is it- you do in the publishing
house "

We do many things. Some of us have
titles: Literary Adviser, Editorial Mana-
ger, Manuseript Reader, Managing Edi-
tor, or what not, but most of us couldn't

entitle our numerous functions, By and -

large we are a hard working and well
meaning set even if the viee of lunching
into midafternoon didn't end with July
1, as some pessimists might have ex-
pected.

To get on with the tala. The literary
game is a great life—if you don't weaken.
It is such pleasant work to spend one's
days in leisurely contemplation of the ht-
erary world and in elose communion with
the great ereative artists of the time. Yes,
sure! This is how one publisher’s handy
man spent an average day.

The programme was not unusual. Be-
sides the mail—always a big point in the
editorial side of a publishing house—eon-
tacts with all sorts of things and people
must be maintsined at all costs—and the
office routine, there was a morning con-
forence of the whole book department to
decide npon the aceeptance or rejection
of a balf a dozen or more MSS. that had
passed the hurdles of readers and sales-
men, a luncheon appointment with a
promising author who had been flirting
with us, an afternoon appointment with
an accepted author to discuss plms for
(1) the format and binding of his book,
(2) its illustrations, (3) the selling cam-
paign; o sheaf 'of ‘ten or fifteen MS, re-
ports to study and the inevitable pile of
MSS passed by other readers that must
be read by this humble narrator before
they may be brought up for final aceept-
ance—or rejection,

Is the programme carried out? Wall,
leta see.

One arrives at (he office late, as is the

gustom of all commuters, and is greeted
by a grimy faced boy from the eompos-
ing room who an instantaneons

0. K. upon a page of proof which he
holds out invitingly. Starts to read it

_with concentration when stenographer in-

terrupts to call attention to & memoran-
dom. “Caﬂl{r.Bmlm&I!hly,
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Life in the Publishing Business, From Two Angles

waiting). Puts fn eall for Mr. Brown
Returns to proof.

Talaphum rings. “This {s Mr. Black
How soon am I to get galley proofs of
my novell Pm going abroad next week
and must have the proofs immediately.”

“All right, Mr, Bhwk, Angwers, our
stalwart literary seens shifter, “T'll look
them up and let you know” He is not
to be put off so easily, however, for whils
the printer's devil stands first on one foot
and then on the other Mr. Black requires
considerable detailed explanalion as to
matters in regurd to his book—how many
illustrations finally were ehosen, bow they
are to be placed in (he book, whether his
eorrections in the captions were made,
and whether wo finally used his middle
name on the title page as be demanded
Details, details—hell is paved with them.
Yet we eannot shift Mr. Black to different
deparlments. We must answer, and
we do.

At it again. Phone ring:

I‘Helh_ﬂ

“Hello.”

“Well?”

(lel'l'

“Who's ealling,” he asks wilh some
asperity. The sweet voiced answer comes
back over the wire, “Did you want the
Planet$”

“Oh, I bog your pardon. I had a eall
in for Mr. Brown.”

Mr. Brown, when he comes on the wire,
wants a photograph of Miss' Bo-and-So,
who is an actomplished writer, but who
wisely withholds her photograph from the
publie press. Our subject endeavors to
appease Mr. Brown's desire for a pisture

jobtomha:. She has a letter of introe
doetion. (Can you blame us for lunehing
till 3:30 and stumbling when you nsk us
just what it is we do at the publishing
house®)

“Tell her to wait”
is perfeetly sure she will do.
always do.

He struggles through the proof, cists
a regretful ginm at the unopened mail
which be hides in a drawer, neatly piles
up the hour’s accumulation of miscella-
neous memoranda, elippings, &e., to give
the appearance of knowing lhmr eone
tents, fells his stenographer to summon
him by telephone on some pretext if he
does not return from the perils of the in-
terview within fifteen minutes, and goes
forth to the battle ground of the recep-
tion room, & valiant soldier of literature
to meet what ere betide,

The lady is middle aged, well dressed,
attractive and practises unserupulously
the art of flattery. She wants a job.

“Not, yon understand, that it is of ne-
cessity, but I am so deeply interested in
literatare and I have heard so moch of

Which our friend
They
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COMRADES
of PERIL

A New Randall Parrish Book

E rodc into Ponca looking for a
gon hme Instead he attended

own wadd.mz That night his mysteri-
ous bride disappeard.
How he followed.her across the

eral and a wedding—his

prairie to the yawning valley of the
Cottonwood, to Wolves' Hole, the
haunt of outlaws and renegade Sioux
Indians; how he matched his cunning
against theirs and fought them single-
handed, is told with dramatic interest
never in any of the famous

- Pamish novels.
At All Bookstores
A. C. McCLURG & CO., Publishers ¢

FE} MRS. HUMPHRY WARD
- Author of “Missing,"” ete.

HELENA

| ANl.l'lalM-mmee. The heroine is an impetuous girl, beau
tiful as Romney’s Lady Hamilton, whose natural wilfulnoss has boo

developed by the excitement of war time., the death of her

mother she is placed under the guardianship of Buntingford, hand-

-

some, , charming, but twice her age. There is a sharp clash of
wills betwoen the headstrong product of an n.aﬂladngaudh mature
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DODD, MEAD & COMPANY
' Publishers, New York
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stimulsting reading even if one thoroughly disagrees.
reuronnvosisenes % Ko P. DUTTON & C0), 815t Ave, i

GILBET CANNAN

your own Bookseller
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